CHAPTER   3 8

RUMANIAN  RUMINATION

STROLLING along the Calea Victoriei in Bucharest I thought I
saw the Horse Marines, so strangely and yet so splendidly
attired were the soldiers who came towards me. From the
waist up they were heavy cavalrymen, with their great helmets
and cuirasses, but from the waist down they were just ordinary
panted infantrymen, and they carried the longest rifles, with
the longest bayonets, that I had ever seen.

It was King Carol's guard, going to the Palace. At the
funerals of Alexander of Yugoslavia and Masaryk and on other
occasions I came to know the brilliant parade uniforms of the
Rumanians, and a treasured memory is of a Rumanian General
in Prague carefully removing a plume a foot long from his kepi
and putting it in his pocket as he climbed into a taxicab with a
low roof. The average Rumanian conscript, seen in his native
habitat, makes a rather drab impression after all this splendour,
and his boots often make your feet ache in sympathy with him.

Rumania is a little France on the Black Sea and Bucharest a
little Paris, with^its Arc de Triomphe, long straight boulevards
that Haussmann might have planned, and a wood that clearly
dreams of the Bois, and French stores in the main street. The
Rumanians, tucked away down there in the far corner of
Europe among Slavs and Magyars, are Latins by culture and
inclination. A hundred years ago a French Consul in Bucharest
told his Government that France had in Rumania, 'whether she
accepts it or not, an inevitable clientele which attaches itself to
her as the head of the Latin nations and as* their political
metropolis and which tries every day to assimilate her language,
her legislation, her literature and even her most futile fashions5.

Bucharest is the best place to study Bajkan contrasts. In the
centre you find it, like all the Balkan capitals, striving after Berlin
and Paris and London and New York. Great multi-storied
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